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Thus lovely Sleep did first appear, 100
Thy azure robe, I did behold, 82
Thy soul within such silent pomp did keep, 114
Tune is a feathered thing, no
Time voids the table; dinner's done; 117
Tjs not how witty, nor how free, 136
*Tis not that I am weary grown, 122
To a high hill where never yet stood tree, 115
To gather flowers Sappha went, 83
*Twas my Beloved spake, 113
Twice or thrice had I loved thee, 182
Wake all the deadl what ho! what ho I 55
Waters above! eternal springs! 139
Weighing the steadfastness and state, 238
We must not part, as others dor 145
What a dull fool was I, 31
Whenas in silks my Julia goes, 82
When as the nightingale chanted her vespers, 39
When by thy scorn, O murdress, I am dead, 176
When, dearest, I but think on thee, 186
When I survey the bright, 217
When Nature heard men thought her old, 51
When whispering strains do softly steal, 135
Where dp these voices stray, 102
Where, like a pillow on a bed* 176
Where the remote Bermudas ride, 104
Whilst Alexis lay prest, 59
Who says that fictions only and false hair, 221
Wilt thou forgive tfaat sin where I begun, 214
W&h hairs, which for the winds to play with, hung, 29
Witii what deep murmurs through time's silent stealth, 139*
Ye have been fresh and green, 89
Yet if his Majesty our Sovereign Lord, 245
Your beauty, ripe and cairn and fresh, 49
You say you love! Repeat again, 97